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"(The author, Sam Hudson of
Plymouth, served with Gen, George
Patton's Third Army in France,
-was wounded in Alzace-Lorraine,
and was assipned as commander of
a prisoner-of-war camp in New-
bury, England, The article about his
experiences was written to com-
memorate the 40th anniversary of
Victory in Europe (VE) Dayp.)

I don't know where you werc the
morning before VE day, but I know
where German Field Marshal Alfred
Jodl and I were.

On May 7, 1945, Jod! was at Allied
headquarters in Relms agreelng to El-

s ds for 1
surrender. 1 was tn a prisoner-of-war
stockade at Newbury, England.

" Jodl probably speat the mext day
wondering what had gone wrong, but I
celebrated  Victory-in-Europe - In an
English pub. I wasn't a prisoper at the
tockade, I was its commander — a Job
thrust upon me after I got wounded In
France helping General George Patton
win another medal,

| World War I began for me In August
1944, when my unlt landed in Norman-
dy — Cherbourg, to be exact. I was an
lnfantry battallon Intelligence officer
‘with a New England outfit, the Yankee
Divialon. 1 was the only one on the bat-
talion ataff who was not from Boston.
My rank was first lleutenant.

AFTER A SHORT stay in Norman-

dy, near St. Mere Eglise, we got orders
{0 move to the front. The Germans had
been pushed back beyond Parts. Our di-
yision got nto the line about 35 miles
east of Nancy ln Alsace-Lorralne.
. Our first taste of combat was near a
Aittle French town called — 1shall nev-
er forget it — Bezange-la-Petite, Dur-
ing the hext fow weeks I had enough of
potato masher grenades, screaming
meamles, schmelsers and German 88's
to last me the rest of my life.

A German snlper put me out of ac-
ton shortly before my division was or-
dered into the Battle of the Bulge. I
suppose I owe bim & debt of thanks —
the Bulge was no plenle.

1 was trucked to a tent hospltal at
Toul. They cxpected 18 casualties that

.day. They got 118, The Inside of the
“tent was a mess. Nurses in high boots
“walked around In a couple of inches of
‘mud. Casulatles, German as well a3
. American, were propped up every-
“where, waitlog for somebedy to take
~care of them.

. ~'They put me on & bench to wait for a
tdoplor. A wounded German, whoee
+ head was bandaged, sat next to me. He
i was moaning. His head kept falling cn
+ my shoulder. I would reach over and
1 straighten him out, but his bead would
1 flop down agaln.

¢ 1dida’t know the term at the time,
{but that incldent was what literary
* people call foreshadowing. What it

dowed was

. that, after recup
' tion, 1 was to spend the balance of the
. war straightening our 1,000 German
. POW's In & stockade In

I was four months in an American
hospital in Yeovil. After belng
discharged from the hospital 1 was put
. onlimited assignment.

: For a while, I was a translent offlcer
+ at Lichfleld Barracks, near Blrming.
. ham. One of my jobs there was to lead

. .incomlng troops in callsthenlcs.
In March, 1945, 1 got a cali to go to
the orderly room.

« “Lieutenant, you are to report to
Newbury to take charge of a German
prisoner-of-war camp.”

¢ master-sergeant who broke the

news to me might just as well have told

me 1 had been named warden at Slng
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golng back to the nlckleodeon. I had vi-
stony of tricky prisoners bullding trap
doors and tunnels and going over the
hill in droves, With me left holding the

B

For a brief moment — but only 2
moment — I toyed with the idea of nsk-
Ing to be seat back to combat,

Qulckly rejecting that foollshness, 1
set out for Newbury.

NEWBURY IS A small town, about
60 miles southwest of Londen on lhe
London to Bath road.

During the English Civil War, o the
16008 when Oliver Cromwell came to
power, Newbury was the site of two
battles between the Roundheads and
the Cavalicrs.

Newbury also [s known as the home
of the Newbury Race Track, one of the
largest horse tracks in Britaln,

"That's where § was headed for — the
Newbury Race Track.

The track had been converted into o
U.S. Army depot. Al kinds of supplies
were stored there prior to being
shipped to the front on the continent.

The workers at the depot had been
American GIs or English clvillans. As
we captured more and more Germans,
the U.S. Army used them to replace the
allied personnel.

The stables, near the track, had been
converted into a atockade to house the
prisoncra. Some of the Germans slept
four to a stall, The balance slept in py-
ramidal teats.

The camp was enclosed with a dou-

"ble ring of barbed-wire fences. Concer-

tina wire was rolled up between the in-

ner and outer ring,

Guard towers, located at each cor-
ner, were equipped with powerful sear-
chlights, The towers were manned by
Amerlean GI's equipped with M-1 ri-

fles,

‘The orderly room of the camp com-
mander was inslde the stockade. The
day I arrived at the gate, the corporal
of the guard called the orderly room.
The offlcer T was to replace came out
to meet me,

He was also a first leutenant In the
U.S. Army, but a real Spit-nnd-Polish
type. His shiny boots and full dress unl-
form made my old Elsenhower jacket
and combat boots Jook rather shabby.

1 aaid, “HI"

His first words were “What Is the
date of your rank?”

He thought be was golng to remain at
the place and wanted to make sure he
‘would be In charge, not me. He was ob-
viously relieved when he found that he
outeanked me.

1 was sort of relieved, too. Who
wants to be bead walchdog at a prison
camp, Isald to mysell.

But Spit and Polish was soon as-
aigned to another stockade. I was on

my own,

1t didn't take me long to find that
most of the POWs were placld, reason-
abte men. They were perfectly willing
to it out the remainder of the war.
Those were the ones who bad thelr
beads screwed on right.

There were others. The kind that
b and movie dlrect
1lke. Gung-ho young SS-men, with light-
ning marks tattoced on thelr arm, and
vague notlons of escape on their minds.
Fortunately, they were in the minority,

THE US. GUARD company was
quartered in a bullding outside the en-
closure, not far from the gate.

Inside the stockade, with the 1,000
Germans, were myself and my squad
of seven men, All were non-coms, head-
ed by a master sergeant. All of the
them were combat veterans.

After a couple of weeks on the job, I
began to wonder who were the prison-
crs, the Germans or us. We spent most
of our tme Inside the stockade with the

cooks and & few others who
bad duties {nside.

LN
a German prison-
liding which was

VE Day at a POW Camp in

Tﬁln io an oil painting of a mess hall done of Camp Newbury in

“Ocktober” 1845 by a German POW.

During the daytime, most of the Ger-
mans were outside of the stockade at
work In the depot.

At the tlme of their capture, the Ger-
mans had been asked this questlon: Wit
you agree to work for a small stipend
payable in scrip to be redeemed after
the war? Those who thought it would be
best to be active during thelr intern-
ment sald yes. The rest were sent {o
non-working camps,

Among the POWs at our stockade
were crane operators, riggers and
other techniclans. Thelr skills were
used In moving supplies in and out of
the depot.

Inalde the stockade, we had Germans
who were barbers, tallors, shoe-repair-
ers, watch-ma -

Each mornlng, the Corps of Engl-

neers, the Quartermaster Corps, and
other army unlts would send guard de-
talls to the stockade to plek up Gee-
mans for work in thelr sectlon of the
depot.
The corporal in charge of the detall
presented us with a requisitlon allp for
a specified number of POWs. Before
we released the Germans to him, we
had hlm sign a recelpt form.

Whoever had composed the receipt
form had a macabre sense of humor —
ot was devoid of it cntirely, The form
read: “Recelved (blank number) of live
German bodles.”

They had to return them (o us live,
too. Workers of that callbre were not
expendable.

When I took over at the stockade, the
German camp leader (called the
Lager-fuhrer) was a master sergeant
who had won the Iron Cross. Later we
were sent four German officers, two
captalns and four licutenants. One of
the captains had been In charge of sup-
plies for a German Army Corps. He
took over from the sergeant as leader
of the POWs,

‘The other captaln was a doctor, an
M.D. He had gradunted from Heldel-
berg Unlversity and had the sabre
marks on hls cheeks to prove it. More
about him later.

EACH MORNING, as they left for
work in the depot, the POW's marched
out of the gate jn columns of five. The
German Lager-fuhrer stood on one side
of the gate, making sure his men were
aligned. I stood on the other and count-
cd them out in fives.

I made datly inspection of the camp
‘with the Lager-fahrer, I would examine
the long grass that grew between the
{nner and outer strands of barbed wire.
1 was looking for dopressics o the
turf, That would tell me whether any-
ono had tried to crawl out.’

Only once dld I find such a sign. We
had an (mmediate count of all prison-
ers and none were missing, Later, T bad
evidence that made me believe that
two of Lhe young POWs had gotien out,
stolen some canned goods at the depot,
and crawled back In.

But the problem of escape did not
welgh heavily on my mind, Where, I
1ald myself, would an escaped German
POW find assistance In a country that
bod been plastered with buzz-bombs, v-
bombs, and continual ralds by the Ger-
man Lultwalle?

On periodic occaslons, we would in-
spect all of the possessions of cvery
POW. Before golng to work on that
day, the prisoners were nstructed to
place everything they owned on top of
thelr beds.

MY SQUAD and a guard detall would
examine all of the objects displayed.
They also would look into stoves, op
stove-pipes and anywhere else that ono
could Imagine a prisoncr would hide
some They were, of course, look-
ing for kniles or other weapons.

As [ walked around the camp with
the Lager-fohrer, T would examine the
earth in the stockade to seo If any of It

The cutaide boilers were used

had been disturbed. One day, I saw a
spot that looked as if It had recently
been upturned.

1 turned to the Lager-fuhrer. “Tell
one of your men to get a shovel and dig
there,” I told him.

A POW began to dig. He unearthed a
galion can filled with small bags of
Bull Durham tebacca.

We bad a German PX In the camp. It
sold very few items, which the POWs
could buy with their scrip. It sold no
cligarettes, but did carry the markings.

That explained the Bull Durham. But
why was It buricd?

1 puzzled over (hls for quite a while.
‘Then I called in the Lager-fubrer,

“Make an announcement to the pris-
oners,” I instrucled him. “Tell them the
tobacco will be returnec to the man
who buried It if be will come in and
explain why. No punishment wili be
given for hiding the can fn the ground."”

Next day, the Lager-fuhrer came
into my orderly room with the inter-
preter and a quiet, middle-aged Ger-
man POW. He admitted that It was he
who buried the tobacco.

“But why?" 1 asked hlm, through the
interpreter.

The POW explained that he didn't
smoke, but wzs saving the tobacco to
take to a relatlve in Germany when the
WAar was over.

ey
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mess hall.

The team examined the kitchen and
the mess hall from top to baltom. As
usual, both places were scrupulously
clean.

Then a doctor on the team, a major,
spotted a large box of lemon crystals
on a shelf over the sink. Lemon crystals
were onc of the two powders lssued to
our troops by the US. Army during
World Waor II. They were to be mixed
with water to make a drink, something
like Kool-Ald.

In additlon to lemen, we got some
purple crystals that made a drink the
GIs called “bug julce,” It was a tossup
as to which drink tasted worst, but
most of us wouldn't touch either one.

The doctor took the box off the shelf
and ogked the German sergeant what
he used the lemon crystals for.

“Slr,” he sald, “We use it to serub the
floors.” .

The Germans couldn't stand the taste
of the stuff elther.

My llving quarters were In a quonset
hut not far from the race track grand-
stand. A room in the grandstand was
used as the American mess hall. That's
were I took my meals,

One morning we had pancakes for
breakfast. I have always been fond of
pancakes, but I couldn’t eat these. They
were one stop away from leather. As T
looked around the mess hall, I saw that

‘, . . but in spite of all warnings
friendships sprang up between the
Americans and Germans.’

He had buried It because at every in-
spectlon when he had put his property
on the bed, the tobacco had disap-
peared. The GI guards who made the
Inspection always stole it.

HIGH ECHELON, at U.S, beadguar-
ters in London, kept sending me memos
warning that it was dangerous for us to
fraternize with the prisoners, I drilled
that into my squad, but Inspite of all
warnings, (riendship sprang up betwen
the Americans and Germans.

An American sergeant, wbo had been
{n the service for a ling time, was get-
ting out on points, When he left for the
U.S., the Lager-fuhrer presented him
with 8 git. It was the Iron Cross that
e had risked his neck for in combat.

1 would often drive my jecp around
the race track that enclosed the depot.
My purpose was to make sure the
muards were on their toes, Oo more
than one occaslon, I saw POWSs run to
warn dozing guards of my h

1 was not the only one who pushed hls
plate away,

Later in the day, I saw a group of
POWs carrylng several large GI con-

T
by prisoners to dip in their allverware to sanitize it after leaving the
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which was adjacent to my orderly
room.

1 told the Jnterpreter what was
wrong and he told the doctor.

The doctor examlined my nose and
throat and took my temperature. Then
he scemed to hesitate. . .Finally, he
sald something to the Interpreter.

“Sir,* the [nterpreter. sald to me,
"the doctor wants to know i you will
take a pll?”

1 downed the pill and left for my or-
derly room.

Later, 1 began to have second
thoughts. 1f the situation had been re-
versed, I wonder If he would have tak-
cn the pill from me?

Our POW stockade was right In the
city of Newbury, nat out In (he country-
side. On the way horne from schoo!, a
few of the local children would stop at
the barbed wire fence and talk to the
prlsoners.

1 couldn't permit that, so I phoned
the local pollce station, Two bobbles
came to visit me. I told them my prob-
lem. They offered to make an an-
nouncement in the schools that the area
was off Lmits.

Knowing that would altract cven
more kids, I vetoed the idea. I asked
then to just tell the children whe had
been [n the hablt of stopping.

Then I declded to attack the problem
from the inside. I gave orders that a
white line be painted on the ground a
few feet inside the wire enclosure.

1 got the German commander to an-
naunce to the POWs that the area be-
yond the white line was off limlts. Any
prisoner who crossed it would be ficed

on,

1 ingtructed the tower guards to fire
a warning shot if they saw any prisoner
cross the line.

Two nights later, as I was abaut the
climb inte &:lsack. the sound-powered

talners, full of p from the
American mess to the stockade.

1 stopped the guard and asked what
was golng on. He sald the &
were left over the American breakfast,
The Germans, who cleaned the mess
hall after meals, had asked, and had
been glven, permisslon to take the left-
overs to the German mess.

Great, I thought to myseld, Wait until
they cat those, We are finally gettlng
back at the Germans for getting us into
the war. .

Next day,- about mid-morning, I
pressed the buzzer that conneeted my
orderly room with the German orderly
room. When “Jersey,” the German in.
terpreler, came In, I ordered a pot of
coffec, He bad that name because he
had once lived In New Jerscy before

ing to

On hot summer days, as I walked io-
side the stockade, I would often bave to
throw stones up at the guard towers.
That was to keep the guards awake.
Guard tower duty 13 a boring job.

Ono day, ] happencd to see an Ameti-
can guard herding 20 POWs into the
rear end of & 2% -ton truck, The last of
the prisoners bad climbed In and taken
a seat at the end of the bench, Before
he climbed in after the prisoner, the
guard held up his rifle for the German
to hold.

A few months before, these two men
had been tryiog to kill cach other on
opposlte sides of the line ln France,

THE KITCHEN In the stockade was
staffed with German cooks, They pre-

the inspection team, the German mess
sergeant and his men snapped briskly
to altention, That is, they snapped thelr
heads smarily to the right. Germans
pever uss the band salute indoors or
when the head Ls not covered.

y and being draft-

When Jerscy came back from the
German kitchen, be not only bad the
coffee, he had a blg tray contalning a
large monnd of tasty-looking coffee
cakes.

I knew what food the Germans were
Issucd and 1 knew they never got the
ingredients to make cake.

"Where did these come from?" I

asks

“From the kitchen,” he sald. The
German cook hed ground up the toogh
pancakes left over from the American
mess. He had reconstituted them into
flour from which he kad made some
delicious pastry.

That was a prime example of what
dlifering results you get whea you give
two cooks the same Ingredients.

THE POW DISPENSARY, inside the
stockade, was run by the German doce
tor I disliked.

my quarters
with the stockade began to ring.

It was the corporal of the guard,
“Lieutcnant,” he shouted, “‘we just shot
a POW. He was over the white line.”

1 jumped into my clothes and bar-
reled up to the stockade.

On the way I thought: What will the

ed Cross make of thls? What will I
tell headquarters? Why hado't the
guard just fired a warning shot?

‘When I got to the stockade, I found
that the informatlon glven to the corpo-
ral had been cxaggerated. The guard
had shot at a POW. He had not hit him.
Nu une bind been buri,

1 was relieved, but mad as hell.

I called in the German commander
and read the riot act to him. This is an
exumpiv of whal could happen, T told
him, Make sure your men stay away
lm_lr_g Lhr;t llncllgath: future,

cn I went back to my quarters and
tried to sleep. 74

About 10 days went by, Then the
German commander asked for permls-
slon to speak to me, When they were In
my orderly room, the Interpreter polat-
cd to the commander and said:

“He wants to know If 1t's all right to
take in the laundry?”

For a minute, I'thought that either he
or 1 had cracked up. I dldn't know what
he was talking about.

After a bit of questioning, the story
came out. The white lne had cut
through an area where a POW clothes-
line had previously been strung.

¢ POW who had caused the warn-
ing shot to be fired was merely trylng
to reclaim a shirt ho had huig up be-
fore the white line had been painted,

For 10 days, no one had dared to go
near the clothes line fo reirieve his
‘washing. .

The chemlstry was wrong between -

ua from the day he arrived at the stock-
ade. He had begun by asking for special
treatment which I refused to grant,
Ona morning I woke with sore {hroat,
As the day progressed, my throat got
worse, [ ded to visit the dispensary

IN DECEMBER 1945, I bad accumu.
lated enough polnts to be shipped home
for mustering out of the army,

Surprisingly, I left the German
POWs and the siockado at Newbury
with n bit of regret.




